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Twas said, when the Baron a-hunting rode
Through Reedsdale^gl^ns^but rarely trode,

He heard a voice cry, 'Lost! lost! lost!'           360

And, like tennis-ball by racket toss'd,

A leap, of thirty feet and three,
Made from the gorse this elfin shape,
DistorJtecL like some dwarfish ape,

And lighted at Lord Cranstoun's knee.               365

Lord Cranstoun was some whit dismay'd;
*Tis said that five good miles he rade,

To rid him of his company;

But where he rode one mile, the Dwarf ran four,
And the Dwarf was first at the castle door.          370

XXXII.

Use lessens marvel, it is said:

This elvish Dwarf with the Baron staid;

Little he ate, and less he spoke,

Nor mingled with the menial flock:

And oft apart his arms he toss'd,                           375

And often mutter'd 'Lost! lost! lost!'

He was waspish, arch, and litherlie,

But well Lord Cranstoun served he:
And he of his service was full fain;
For once he had been ta'en or slain,                     380

An' it had not been for his ministry.
All between Home and Hermitage,
Talk'd of Lord Cranstoun's Goblin-Page.

XXXIII.

For the Baron went on pilgrimage,

And took with him this elvish Page,                     385

To Mary's Chapel of the Lowes:
For there, beside our Ladye's lake,
An offering he had sworn to make,

And he would pay his vows.
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